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Six TV monitors capture a kaleidoscopic desert. 


By RICHARD HUNTINGTON 


Neue Critic 


dinary television, our vision is, In 
effect, trapped within a 21-inch box. 

One way around this for video 
artists is an Installation using a 
number of monitors. This effectively 
can break the limited physical 
boundaries of the single monitor 
and decentralize the video image. 

Steina and Woody Vasulka, who 
are showing a six-screen installation 
called “The West" at the Michael C. 
Rockefeller Art Center at Fredonia | 
State College, demonstrate the im- 
pressive effects possible with such 
multi-monitor pieces. 

Here, the six monitors are set in 
a single row, horizontally, at the 
end of a narrow gallery. But the 
artists allow any number of configu- | 
rations — vertical stacks, 
and so on. Why this is so, is hard to 

The spectacular 


“The West 
tors of today’s Pueblo Indians, 


Disrupted Landscape / The Vasulkas’ 


ably accessible work, a work that I 
think would make a terrific plece of 
public art. 

Even with its slow pacing (the no 
time/all time of the ‘T0s) and its 
complex structure it is a video that 
can be assimilated on a first show- 
ing by most audiences. 

The subject matter ls Instantly 
appealing. Steina includes haunting 


of the ancient ceremonial 
wouldn't have made such an agree ites of the Anasazi people, ances- 


which are in with shots of 
a massive radio-te installa- 
tion consisting of giant radio signal 
dishes and tall, blank concrete 
structures. 

These scenes, combined and In- 
termixed throughout, are photo- 
graphed by a mechanized camera 
as they are reflected on a rotating 
mirrored sphere which looks very 
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joined. The first 

on rotations of va kinds. The 
ephere reflects mountain plateaus, 
which spin alowly as though we 
were a hoveri ‘d looking down 
from a great t. A sense of 
weightlessness ia projected and the 


images perform thelr movements 
with something like the speed of the 
earth making stone. 

The color, with its electronically 


ery saturated oranges, luminous 
dye blues, and greens unearthy in 
there brilllance. 

And all the time while we are 


much ike a giant verelon of the enough of this somnambulistic pace, 
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a brighter landscape inside. 
The accompanying electronic 
music by Woody Vagulka has an 


ethereal, other-worldly quality. It ts 


just the quality we would expect for 
this journey into a place that 
merges nature, ancient man and 
modern man in one “timeless” are- 
na. It is too obviously appropriate, 
the kind of music to push our 

into some zone beyond the 


New York's The Arts on television. 
Since its 7 in Acburquerque, 
the Installati had been shown 











